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attacked them. Damayanti fainted, and
when she recovered from her swoon, all
danger was past, but alas! the caravan, too,
had departed. The poor woman dragged
herself along, with bleeding feet and dis-
hevelled hair, and more than once lost her
way in the dense jungle, which seemed to
have no end. Her mind was distracted
and her body weary, and she would have
welcomed death as a great relief. A feeling
of drowsiness came over her at last, and as
she awoke from her stupor and walked on,
0 joy! she heard a chattering brook, and
the forest began to open. Damayanti beheld
green fields in the mellow light of the western
sun and, right across the horizon, the curling
smoke of a fair city that gently rose upon the
velvet hills. The terrace gardens of Chedi,
with stately lawns and spreading trees, lay
between the town and the woods, and the
Queen-Mother was taking a drive in the
shaded avenues, when her observant eye
caught sight of Damayanti in the distance.
The ragged appearance and noble bearing of
the dark-eyed stranger arrested her atten-
tion; she sent for her, and being pleased with
Damayanti's speech and person, allowed her
to stay in the palace.